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the only one who understands me. I killed my
father. ^ My mother hated me. My brother
and wife hate me yet. God knows but my
children hate me too. But I ask for no pity.
It is all my own doing. You and I, my dear,
are misfits; and to be a misfit in the Herries
family is to be slain/

* We are neither of us slain,7 she said, looking
up at him quickly.    * It is perhaps true that we
are misfits.    But it is the misfits, I fancy, who
give the value to the world.    What would the
Herries family be without us?    A dull, poor lot.
We are the ones who understand and because
we suffer have charity.    We can see into both
worlds.    We travel into strange countries where
the others cannot go, and bring back the news.'
She laughed,    * I am turning very poetical/ she
said.    * It is not my ordinary fashion.    But I
must tell you, Francis, that if I am a misfit I am
a very happy one.    And so may you be too if you
will.   I am certain that Jennifer does not hate you.
She must be long weary of that other affair.    All
will soon be forgotten. . . /

' Forgotten! * he broke in. ' Not with Walter
Herries there! Ah, you do not yet know the
villain of the piece! '

* Walter? ' she asked.    * What can he do? '

* What can he do?    What has he not done?
He hates us, has always done, because, firstly, he
says Jennifer insulted his mother, secondly, he
must be king of the castle here and wants no other
Herries round, and, thirdly, he has a deformed son,
and my children make him mad. . , .'